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Dissonance 


Author's Notes: 

Alright, | know | colored a bit outside the lines here but this is the prompt | had in mind while writing up this 
little project, so | decided to post it here anyway! | hope you enjoy my second entry into the Ficmas event, 
thank you for giving me a chancel 


Being in so much danger, and so much agony, while surrounded by strangers and enemies just seems like a 


well-thought out punishment from God. 
Of course it happened to me and not someone else, and of fucking course everyone blames me. 


‘Oh James, you gotta watch where you're going! Never mind the fact that your hands are quite literally 
melting off your body, you're the one at fault here! 


If | am at fault I'd rather not fucking hear it: 


Thankfully all | can hear now is the deafening sound of my own blood pumping through my brain. Quick and 
heavy and loud is that sound. 


| can see paramedics above me but | can't feel them or hear them. 
I'm guessing that's all my nerves shutting off as to not let me feel the pain | must be in. 


Oh, it hurt like a motherfucker on initial shock. But as soon as | took a step back and saw the look on Kirk's 


face, | went numb. 

"You alright man?" He said. 

| tried to tell him | was before | saw myself, and lifted my hands in front of my face. 
|, was on fucking fire, for about a good ten seconds. 

Hair? Gone. Eyebrows? Gone too. 


One of the emergency responders clipped off my rings from my hand somehow, without peeling off all my 


melted fucking skin, and | feel my heart sink. 
Never mind my hand, | want my rings! 


I'm wheeled off into an ambulance still numb and deaf like a dying bat. None of my band mates follow, which 
stings, but I'm thankfully accompanied by strangers. There goes my ability to play a guitar, my brain spews, or 
even pick one up, for that matter. This same response arose when | broke my wrist on the Ride the Lightning 
tour. Twice. | was able to recover from those of course but skating accidents hardly ever involve faulty pyro- 
fucking-technics. Maybe they'll cancel the tour. Maybe this ambulance will crash and we'll all kick the goddamn 
bucket. 


"How are you holding up?" Someone says, and | chuckle. 
"Peachy." 


They tell me not to worry and that the hospital is only a couple minutes away, but I'm not listening very 
closely. I'm too focused on the feeling of third degree burns and years of hair growth gone in a flash. 


Somehow and for some reason my body allows me to sleep. Not for long but long enough | suppose, because | 
wake up again constricted by bandages. | stick my hands out in front of me; they're wrapped tightly. My chest 
is as well, and there's a bandaid stuck to my forehead. | visualize and cringe at the thought of what | could 


look like after a freak accident like this. l'm afraid to look in a mirror, and l'm afraid to let my bandmates in 


here. Sure they've never cared what | looked like, me and my looks aren't exactly on the collective list of 
things to worry about, but if l'm physically nauseating now or missing half my fucking face what could that 
mean for us as a unit? Should | have just allowed myself to croak when | had the chance? Yeah, l'm gonna 
assume the safest answer to that question is ‘yeah’. 

Its dark out and it's dark inside my private room. Of course the show hadn't even started until the sun went 
down, but the darkness in here is thicker than before. Lonelier. lm feeling sorry for myself and | know that. 


But I'm reduced to essentially nothing more than a stage accident right now. 


I'm on the same level as a falling light or a blown amp. I'm just an accident to be cleaned up by someone who 


doesn't get paid enough. 

"James?" 

Lars' squirrelly, nasally voice hits my ears. 

He peeks around the corner to see me and | don't see anyone but him. 
"Yeah?" 


| almost bark the syllable at him but | can't quite contain my frustration at the fact that | get a visitor and 
its him. Only him. 


Fucking Lars. 

"You alright man? You got uh.tucked, pretty hard, out there. | came up here to make sure you weren't dead." 
"How sweet of you." 

| rub my eye with the hand | still have and destroy my eye contact with Lars. I'm praying that means he'll 
just up and leave me to my own device but he doesn't. Instead he pulls the chair from the wall and sits next 
to my bed. 

"You look fuckin’ wicked right now." 

"Gee, thanks. | was on fucking fire.” 


"| don't mean that in a bad way," he backpedals. His skinny little finger points to my cheek. 


"There's a burn there but it's not too bad. Its white, and it looks kinda cool. Your eyebrow's gone here," and he 


pokes my sensitive eyebrow, "but you don't look like an alien. You seem fine to me." 


| lift my arm up in his view and obnoxiously wave it in his face. 


"lim not fuckin’ fine, dickbreath. I'm melting.” 
"Not anymore you're not!" 
Lars takes my arm in his hands--albeit gentler than | had hoped-and examines the bandage. 


"You'll be fine, we're not uh." he scratches that thick Christmas sweater of a beard of his, "we're not 


cancelling the tour or anything. But | had Kirk call up what's-his-face from Metal Church. 

| bet he hates me by now." 

Lars shakes his head and the hair he had tucked behind his ear falls. 

"Not if he's got the title of uh.honorary Metallica member, ah?" 

"You make it sound like we're a country club." 

| turn over in my bed away from Lars, and the friction stings, but I'm determined to scramble away. 
"Club Tropi-fuckin-cana drinks are free." 


| move again, to scowl at Lars’ stupid reference, but the feeling of my raw skin rubbing against the bandage 


makes me audibly whimper. 
Lars' hand lands on my shoulder like a feather. 
"Quit moving, you'll hurt yourself" 


His voice was so quiet for his addition that it sounds as though he's hiding. | look at him from under a frown, 


and his expression syncs up to mine. 

‘I'm not a fuckin’ baby, Lars." 

"Don't be a dick, I'm trying to make sure you don't kill yourself or lose a fuckin’ limb or something.’ 
"Lars, I'm fine. Seriously. Go back with the guys and I'll go with you in the morning.” 


He raises his eyebrow and smiles, but a smile of disbelief. "You're not leaving here tomorrow. | won't fuckin’ let 


you, James.” 


"How many times | have to tell you I'm fine? I'm burnt and crispy, but I'm fuckin’ fine. Nothing terminal. Let me 


sleep, man. | don't want anybody in here." 


Lars stares at me in the eye for a good five seconds before his shock melts into a petty scowl. 
"Alright, see you tomorrow then" 


He stands from the chair with a sass-filled push off his knees, and under his breath he mutters, "Glad to see 


you're feeling normal.” 


He slams the door and the little bit of light | had fizzles away. 


"Good morning James, how are you feeling today? I'm sorry about last night, | wasn't thinking right. | shouldn't 
be a dick to you in this sort of situation" 


Nope, | can't even pretend like that's how Lars greeted me this morning, 

"Wake up, fucker. Ready to apologize?" 

That's what he actually said. 

"Lars, cut it out, please. | don't feel like fighting with you this early." 

“Cuz you'll lose, right?" 

“Cuz I'll push you out the fucking window." 

Lars cracks a tiny smile at my retort for some reason. Funny, considering | meant it. 


He pulls that same chair up to my bed again and leans on his knees. | expected my two other guys with him 


again, but they didn't turn up. 
"Where are the guys?" 


"Probably making out on the couch. | tried to wake ‘em up to visit you but Kirk was spit-glued to Jason's shirt 
and Jason was passed right the fuck out." 


"Glad to hear you guys get by just fine without me," | joke, and surprisingly Lars agrees. 
"They don't buy it” 


"Buy what?" 


"That l'm capable of filling in your shoes." 

| smile and it burns my cheek, like an Indian burn from a belt sander. 

"You looked in the mirror yet?" 

Lars leans on his knees and laces his fingers together. He actually looks like he's gonna stay a while. 
| haven't moved since last night. | got a serious case of swamp-ass right now too." 


"Attractive," Lars grumbles. "Get up and look in the mirror. | swear to god you don't look as bad as you're 


afraid of" 
"You said l'm missing half an eyebrow!" 


| start to toss the blanket off of me, and realize how bad the feeling of my own skin moving is. Trying to push 


weakness as far back as | can | clench my jaw to get out of bed. 
"You never had any to begin with." 
“Shut up-.-fuck-" 


My hand slips off the side of the mattress and | swear to god the freshest layer of skin peels right the fuck 


off under the bandage. Then that weakness breaks through and | curse loud enough to queue Lars up. 


He pushes himself off the chair and to my surprise, throws an arm around my side to lift me back to my 


feet. 
"You alright?" 

"Yeah Im- 

ls that.sincerity, | sense? 


| study his face for a second, looking down in what | pray isn't awe, to figure out if the sincerity | sense is 


valid. His little mouth is parted and his eyes are wide, which looks like worry if I've ever seen it. 
"l'm alright." 
| feel an overwhelmingly cold breeze on my right arm and looking down | realize that little slip left my burn 


bare. My bandage is hanging unwrapped from my arm, and the gauze that held everything in place is all over 
the floor. 


"Ah, shit 

"Hold on, | got it" 

Lars actually drops to his knees to gather the gauze. Without me asking, without a complaint. 
Puzzle pieces are forming in my head. 


| decide my journey to the nearest mirror has become pointless and | sit myself back on the edge of the bed. 


And after Lars gathers up what | can no longer use, he starts to search through drawers. 

"What are you doing, man?" 

"The fuck do you think Im doing? | came here to help you out and keep you company: 

Any other time | would have tossed out an insult like, "Some company!", but something is holding me back from 
pissing him off. What it is, lm not entirely sure. But | still have that little twinge that he could be sincere 


about taking care of me and l'm not about to throw that away. How rare is it that | get a pleasant Lars? 


He pulls a little roll of gauze out of the bedside drawer after mouthing, "Bingo", and its another thing very 


worthy of an insult that won't come. 
"Whatcha got?" 


"Fuck's it look like?" He mutters, but he's clearly not focused on what he's saying. He starts to unroll the 
bandages all confused like a child. 


"Gimme your hand" 


| hold out the burnt up arm for Lars, and he places his hand under mine with the gentlest stability I've ever 


seen from him. Again | can't help but watch and learn 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah, lm alright” 

He wraps the bandage tight around my wrist and | wince. He withdraws his hand immediately. 
"Fuck, did | hurt you?" 

"No-, dude. You're fine” 


"If | hurt you push me away, ah?" He cautiously ribbons the bandage further up my arm. "Yeah, | will" When 


he runs out of bandage he tucks the tail under itself, and rubs the spot with his thumb. 

"All better ah?" 

"Gee thanks, Florence,” 

| finally grow my balls back and give him he snark I've been itching to. 

"Yeah, you're fuckin’ welcome." Lars smacks me in the injured shoulder and clenches his jaw. 

| know he's just trying to help 

It's just.its second nature to give Lars shit 

After a moment of heated silence Lars breathes off the steam and takes a seat next to me on my bed 
"What are your plans for the day?" He mopes. 


"Me? The hell am | gonna do in here? Catch up on Jerry Springer, | guess. What's the plan for you and the 
guys?" 


"Silence the rumors that you died in Canada" 
"I'd kill myself if | died in Canada" 
Lars chuckles but he still won't look at me. Just at my arm. 


"How about | stay and watch Jerry Springer with you, ah?" Lars says the name like he's got a nest of wasps 
in his mouth, and his whole suggestion sounds begrudged. 


"What, you wanna cuddle, too? C'mere and curl up with Papa Het then, kiddo," 


| reach out for him with my hands in crab claws but he doesn't comply with my joke, instead he smacks my 


hands away and stands from the bed. He dusts himself off, too. 

His face is red. 

"Fuckin cut it out. I'm trying to fucking be nice to you, okay? You don't have to be a goddamn dickhead all the 
time. You're lucky I'm even here ‘cuz neither of the other two even bothered to wake up this morning. I'm all 


you got, okay? So at least pretend like you fucking appreciate me trying." 


| stare at the wrinkled up sheets from where Lars was sitting and gulp. Usually | get gratification from riling 
Lars up this bad, but now | feel nothing. 


"I'm sorry, man. | appreciate your help." 
| know you're a better actor than that, James," 


Lars says it out of breath as he drops beside me on the bed, long ways this time, like he intends on staying. 
That, or taking up on my offer. 


"You know l'm a shit liar." 

Lars' head drops onto my shoulder. 

"You're pretty shit at a lot of things, Het. Like letting your friends help you." 

"Alright, Kid, | got it. Im sorry, okay?" 

| cringe through the pain of fitting my arm between Lars' back and the headboard to hold him closer. | don't 
want him to leave, of course not. Despite how much | wanna fold him up in this bed and toss the whole thing 
out the window. 


"Okay," Lars mumbles. 


There's a moment of silence that is isn't quite as awkward as it should be. He looks up at me now, big ‘ol eyes 


and all, and says, "Does your face hurt?" 
| have to scrunch my nose to find out. 
"Its fine, | guess. Nothing too dras-" 
“Cuz it's killing me." 


That smart ass response should have been said that way, instead it was said as a coy little whisper. | frown at 


him and he smiles. 

"Get off of me you little shit,” 

| push his chest and his hands clasp around my arms. 

"Make me, fucker," 

Wrapping himself around me he fights me from throwing him onto the ground. Somehow he overpowers me, 


and I'm gonna blame it on a lack of proper grip due to his poor bandaging job. Either way he ends up crawling 
back onto the small bed and then onto me, into my lap, like a jockey. 


Now I've given up the physical fight because | can win with simple insults now. 
"Well, then," | coo, raising an eyebrow that probably doesn't exist. 
"Shut the fuck up James, | swear to god I'll beat your fuckin’ teeth in once you're better" 


| loop my free fingers into the belt loops of his jeans and hold him in place on top of me. Now he's starting to 


squirm and I've got him cornered somehow. 

My own personal ‘lil nurse. 

"Why don't you beat me up now? Deck me square across the jaw, l'm defenseless.” 

| lift up my head and close my eyes tight like l'm preparing for a well deserved punch. 

"| don't wanna get arrested for uh..abusing the disabled, ah?" 

"What? You don't want an easy target? You're still scared shitless of me aren't you Lars?" 


He leans in real close to my face and his tiny elfish nose bumps mine. "I'm not here to make it worse, 


cockhead, Im trying to make it better.” 

"Then why don't you put on a nurse's getup and change my bedpan?" 
Lars pushes himself away from my face with that stupid smile. 

"| change your bandages. That's it" 


He says that but | know if | really needed him for something else he'd deliver. | can tell because he curls up 


against me in the tiny bed and doesn't budge or bitch 

"Bullshit. You'll help me with anything | need, | know you. You're a dick but you're loyal” 
"Only for you. | fucking hate everyone else" 

Nothing better than to be loved by someone who hates everyone. 

"In that case, you didnt say no to the nurse's outfit! 


"Fuck you James.” 


